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amongst the throng that was regarding the scene of
luxury within. Two women were dining by themselves
at a table adorned with rose-petals : between them stood
a long-necked bottle in an ice-bucket. One was elderly,
blonde, heavily bejewelled, vacant-eyed, with the then
not common rigidity of a lifted face : the other was a
boyish-bobbed brunette with wavy hair brushed back
from a thoughtful forehead, and tender eyes belying
the bone above them, and curved, delicate nostrils con-
tradicting full, eager, painted lips, and soft, white arms
with strong, square hands : a creature of contrasts.
She turned a cigarette holder in my direction, and drew
on it fiercely, staring at me. That long, close look gave
me confidence : it was frank and friendly, yet did not
touch my secret. I was thrilled.

After I had followed the White Lady through some
small, confusing streets, we came to a place where she
stopped and looked back to see if we were being
followed.

" Walk straight on for five minutes," she said, " and
then back at the same pace. I'll meet you here again, and
show you the house."

I did as I was told, wondering what would happen if I
were accosted. But no one passed me, except a night-
watchman thumping with his staff, and a little boy who
took off his cap and begged in a reassuring manner.
Pera went to bed early, for light was expensive.

Young cypresses and old houses surrounded me:
sloping seawards was a forest of leaning, derelict tomb-
stones : beyond them, the Golden Horn glittered in the
moonlight: it glittered between proud cities and rival
cultures : on the one hand the domes of Stambul floated
luminous and ethereal, on the other rose the Tower of